OntheDeath of M* MARY SOAME, 
Wife of Mr. Edmond Soame of Hackney, 


Who departed this Life, Febrnarythe5th, 166 9. 


He dumb-born Child viewing thoſe hands which were | 
Deaths Anſwer. 


Imbru'd in's Parents Blood, cry'd out, 0 ſpare ! 
Relation me conſtrains to ſympathize, : 
And though a (orydon-MU s e, to Poetize 
Ah ſpiteful Death ! Of Life to cut the Thread, 
Before that half the Work was finiſhed, 
It was thy wont to ſpare the blooming Roſe 's thi : 
And fir fll hy Lap rather with _— Har murmur's this I hear ? Better be ſtill : 
Whik abba dye : J "a a blaſtce, * I'm but the Inſtrument ; It was the Will 
which atures Laws are doom'd for thee; 'th' . id b: 
But this young Lady ſcarce was in her prime, The S bY 7 -porag prog - _ dut unloote 
Her tender years might well claim longer time : e onarl of Lite, whereby as wich a Nooſe, 
She was with-held trom Him, whom to gain-ſay 

Rebellion is ; All Pow'rs muſt Him obey. 

What blame's for me, in char I did tranſpoſe 

Out of your Boſom into his, the Roſe ? 

What loſs for her, that ſhe is gone before 

Her Friends to Heav'n, and ſhall henceforth no more. 
Lie down and wake, as th' Living do, in Sorrow , 


'Tis no great Ape for Mortals to arrive 
At fitty years, hers were but twenty five, 
Though Creature-Comforts they may ſteal or borrow, 
211k nor.of .F | | 


It is allow'd thee to pluck up the Weeds, 
-Not to deſtroy the choiceſt of our Seeds, 
Alas, what ſignifies this one poor Lamb, 
L muſt my Office d51mpartiail - 
Af to convey her. Home, you call 
ell if no worfe Ideal with you e 


Thine hungry Skeleton to fat or cram ? 
Thou Tyrant grim ! How could{ thou ſtop thine Ears, 

f 1 ſhould heed: your Cries, or Tt, orh 
Ehould let This, and That, and All, le | 


i... 
*7 | 
Ls 
_ 
ra 
” it 
hes * n 
4 = 
”; 
+ 


# 


And no Compatſlion take on Cries and Tears > 

Why ſo inexorable ! Did it raiſe 

Thine envy tor her, becauſe of that praiſe 

ES Which, as due Tribute, all were bound to pay 

= Herſhining Vertues > Who but knew her way 

I Of ating com.rd beogracius Lozu abort 
59 Her Exegpplary Duty, and her Love 

L her Husband, Parents, Children, and Relations 
Scarce to be parallell'd in all theſe Nations : ; 
And how did her two harmleſs Babes tranſgreſs, 
That thou ſhouldft alſo ſtrike them Motherleſs > 

A goodly Triumph for thee, cruel Death ! 

In fix months time to worry out of breath 


A tender Lady, yet couldſt not provoke I ſhould yeild to 21l who do me Yoo, 
' 1 . ;  £ ' 
—mants ans. F Feng ſtrould have Little, or Enouzgs to do. Fo 


Though with ſtrange fits thou ftorm'dſt her, and with pain 
Didſt rack her, all that while ſhe'd ſcarce complain. 

Thou nc'er could'ſt make her to unclaſp her hold fy 
Of CHR1sT, being a Lamb of his own Fold, # 
Which in his Boſom he o ſafely laid, Ny 


o 
WW 


a ff Cold or Silver me could ere havEbrib'd, >, 
Wy The Great Ones, now in Acomes, nger had dy'd, 
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i Flevel in the Duſt, Mattock and Criqyen ; 


A. 


That of the Lyon ſhe was not afraid, 12510 20 ; WS. 29%; iy 
: 2p" "20 $ Cuts: Np 

Her Heart on him was ſo intirely bent, Ee } edars, - well as Shrubs, my Sy cheEu tdowh ©... 

That ſubtile Satan did forbear to tempt 3 | Bic here's the diff rence : They whoZwyfted arg, No 


9 In cheTrae Vine, though they ſeem dead $ 
"= Prurtigg-rime ; yet are they ſoalives 
© Khat when the Sun draws near, they Gubhetnd the 
By Fheir Reſt ro-thenr is bleſt : But ir's far worſe 

= With all that are not ranſom'd from the Curſe : 

ey lie a while intombed in their Urn, 

nd when the Trumpet ſounds, muſt riſe to burn, 
None dye in dying by the ſtroke of Fate, 


t who want JESU S for their ADdy0 CATE» 


The worſt ſhe ſpake, midit all extremity, 
Was, (ome, Lord Feſus 5 Lo, I dye, I dye. / 
Needs muſt her End be Peace, who liv'd ſo well 
But I want room and words her Worth to tell: 
 Andtotraylall her Vertues, I ſhall not 
T Attempt, leſt flouriſhing, my Pen ſhould blot, 
Yet to epit'mize all, rarely did ſtrand 
A Veſſel richer laden on Death's Sand. 
When the Great Painter would that Grief deſcry, 
Which paſs'd his Art, he drew a Vail 3 So 1 
In filence muſt adumbrate what my Quill 
Cannot delineate for want of Skill, 

Well Death, the Cab'net's thine ; for thee too good: 
Bur yet the Jewel's Chrilts, bought with his Blood : 
And thee, our En'my, who doſt thus anoy 
All mortal Race, he will at length deſtroy. 


